EXORCISM

a hair's breadth of our faces and bodies without
inflicting so much as a scratch.

Suddenly the Shamanite bounded out of the tent
and ran round it at a terrific pace, incessantly swinging
his sword in the air, and chasing the evil spirit in ever-
wider circles and with ever-increasing fury. He is
already out in the field and frightened birds rise at his
approach. Now he stops dead, as though petrified.,
and crashes headlong to the ground. He rolls over
on his back, his chest rising and falling, his arms
spread out. The two lamas dash up to him, fan him
with their kerchiefs and douse his face with cold water
until he comes to himself. The Shamanite sits up,
looks dazedly round, then assisted by the other two he
rises to his feet, and leaning on their shoulders staggers
into one of the tents. His disciples then laid him on a
bed to rest, while the commandant of the station
"passed the hat round" for the Shaman, for, of course,
even the devil refuses to depart for nothing. The
collection consisted of a few coins, several lengths of
silk, some flour and other provisions.

Whether the sick Mongolian subsequently re-
covered, I cannot say. Certain it is that the lama's
horrible performance nearly made me ill, though
ordinarily my nerves are extraordinarily strong.
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